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Lord, Mrs. Hickox, 


Lola Roberts, Mrs. Natwick, Ernestine Dahack, Vickie Dahack (in box), Grace 


:Bessie 


L-R 


Picking Pears At the Wilfrey Orchard, 1918 


Dahack, Mr. Hickox, Mr. Wilfrey, Nora Mathews (on ladder), Eli Dahack. 


Rare NewspapeER DONATED TO THE [EAacLte Point 


HisroricAL Society & Museum 


An original newspaper 
The New’ York Herald 
Saturday, April 15, 1865, with 
details of the assassination of 
President Lincoln has been 
donated to the museum by Bud 
and Sue Freidel. 

Bud called Barbara 
Hegne, the museum curator, 
and asked if the museum 
would like to have the 
newspaper in their collection. 
He said his mother had it for 
many years and gave it to him 
before she died. Bud said the 
newspaper belonged in a 
museum where the school 
children and everyone could 
see it. 

The newspaper will be 
placed flat in an acid free (see- 
thru) large envelope and put on 
display. We invite everyone to 
come and see this valuable 
document. 

lf you have items and 
papers you would like to 
donate to the museum call 
Barbara at 826-4166 or 826- 
9725. The museum has 
conservation supplies to care 
for these items to help 
preserve them for future 
generations. We buy our 
conservation supplies from 
archival catalogs and use up- 
to-date methods of 
preservation. 

Items folded and kept in 
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York Herald Saturday, 


April 15, 1866. 


cedar chests, garages, 
boxes, etc., soon deteriorate 
and are lost. 


old 


“Details of the assassination 
Washington, April 14, 1865 
Washington was thrown 
into an intense excitement a 
few minutes before eleven 
o'clock this evening, by the 


announcement that the 
President and Secretary 
Seward had been 


assassinated and were dead. 
“The wildest excitement 
prevailed in all parts of the city. 
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Men, women and children, old 
and young, rushed to and fro, 
and the rumors were magnified 
until we had nearly every 
member of the Cabinet killed. 
Some time elapsed before 
authentic data could be 
ascertained in regard to the 
affair. 

“The President and Mrs. 
Lincoln were at Ford’s Theatre, 
listening to the performance of 
the American Cousin, 
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occupying a box in the second 
tier. At the close of the third act 
the box 
occupied by the President and 
shot Mr. Lincoln in the head. The 
shot entered the back of his 
head and came out above the 


a person. entered 


temple.” 
“Further Details of the 
Great Crime. 
Additional Dispatches From 
the Secretary of War. 
What is Known of the 
Assassins. 
The Official Dispatches. 


The President continued 
insensible and sinking. Secretary 
Seward remains without change; 


Frederick Seward’s skull is 


Visitors: 


fractured in two. places, 
besides a severe cut upon the 


head.The attendant is. still 
alive but hopeless. Major 
Seward’s wounds are not 
dangerous. 


‘It is now ascertained 
with reasonable certainty, that 
two assassins were engaged 
in the horrible crime, Wilkes 
Booth being the one that shot 
the President, and the other 
an accomplice, whose name 
is not known, but whose 
description is so clear that he 
can hardly escape.” 

(The price of the newspaper 
that day was four cents.) 


In May we were open 26 days and had 237 


visitors. We expect a high attendence this summer with our 
longer hours open. 
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A Little Mixed Up 


Just a line to say I'm livin’ 
That I'm not among the dead, 
Tho I'm getting so forgetful 
And mixed up in the head. 


For sometimes | can’t remember 
When | stand at the foot of the stairs, 
If | must go up for something— 

Or I've just come down from there. 


And before the ‘fridge so often’ 
My poor mind is filled with doubt 
Had | put food in there— 

Or have | come to take some out? 


There are times when it is dark 
With my nightcap on my head— 
! don’t know if I'm retiring 

Or just getting out of bed. 


If it's not my turn to write you 
There’s no need of getting sore, 
! may have written two 

| don't want to be a bore. 


So remember | do love you 
And wish that you were here. 
But now it’s nearly mail time— 
| must say goodbye, My Dear. 


eo 

There | stood before the mail-box 
with my face so very red. 

Instead of mailing you the letter— 
| had opened it instead! 


Community History Photos 
at the Rogue Valley Mail 


The Museum its putting 
a display of photographs in the 
Rogue Valley Mall window. 
The emphasis is on “The 
Community That Moves” in the 
re-location of the Antelope 
Covered bridge and the 
schoolhouse museum. Also 
are photos of students 
cleaning the Antelope 
Cemetery, crossing the bridge, 
landscaping the museum 
grounds and two photos of our 
community built playground. 


“Toggery Bill” 
Fisherman Deluxe 


William F. Isaacs, 
“Toggery Bill “ owned and 
operated “The Toggery,” a 
men’s clothing store in 
Medford from 1906 until he 
retired in 1938. He was bom at 
Brownsboro, a few miles east 
of Eagle Point, in 1879. He 
grew up to be an ardent 
fisherman and was an expert 
fly caster. His expertise and 
love of fishing gained him 
many friends in high places. He 
was the unofficial “host” to 
many famous sportsman who 
came from all over the nation 
to fish the Rogue River. 
Herbert Hoover, when 
campaigning for the 
Presidency in 1927 was one of 
Bill's fishing guests. 

In 1909, Bill tells of a 
fishing trip on the Rogue River 
at the mouth of Little Butte 
Creek. Reading his story gives 
insight to the intrigue and love 
a fisherman has for the sport. 

“One September 
morning Clarence and | left 
Medford for the Rogue River 
for a day’s fishing; never was 
there a more beautiful 
morning. Day had just won 
supremacy over night by 
driving back the darkened 
shrouds with the sun's 
burnished shafts. The birds 
trilled merrily their lusty songs; 
the squirrels scampered hastily 
across our path and all nature 
was alive, chanting the glory of 
the awakening day. The 
moming air, so crisp and 
invigorating, gave us new life 
and energy for the day’s sport. 

As we neared the river 
the noise of the rushing waters 
reached our ears and we were 


The George Isaacs Family lived at Brownsboro in the 1880's. 
William F. lsaacs “Toggery Bill,” is standing. 


unable to resist its mighty spell, 
urged our horses on and on until, 
o! before us suddenly appeared 
the mighty Rogue. The rocky, 
foaming tumultuous Rogue, 
whose deep, dark pools held the 
shimmering Rainbow trout. 

The horses were soon 
unharnessed and the rods and 
tackle made ready. With waders 
that reached to the armpits we 
were soon forcing our way 
through the heavy current to the 
head of a riffle in the center of the 
stream. 

Those who have seen the 
Rogue at the mouth of little Butte 
creek need no description of the 
mad rushing waters forcing their 
way through the deep channels 
of bed-rock. It is by no means an 
easy task for the angler to keep 
his footing at this point, owing to 
the slippery rocks in the bed of 
the stream 

We enjoyed some 
splended sport, having landed 
several fine rainbows, when 


Clarence went to camp to 
prepare lunch, while | changed 
my tackle, putting on a new 
leader in place of the wom one 
and a no. 8 gray hackle. 

| waded out on a 
narrow ledge of bed-rock 
within reach of my favorite 
pool, and after making several 
casts without a strike, was 
about to start for camp, when 
suddenly a huge rainbow 
made a wild rush at my fly, but 
missed it. | immediately cast 
my fly back where the big 
fellow lay in waiting, and no 
sooner had the fly struck the 
water than he made another 
vicious strike and away he 
went over the rapids into the 
air, my reel fairly singing. My 
heart came up in my mouth 
and cold chills played up and 
down my spinal column, giving 
me that nameless, 
indescribable feeling known 
only to the angler. Suddenly 
my line slackened and for a 
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moment my heart sank with the conviction that | had lost my prize; but reeling in with much 
speed, | discovered that he had reversed his course and was fast making his way up stream 
toward me. Soon | had recovered most of my line, but again my gamey rainbow made a run 
leaping into the air, his brilliant sides glittering in the sunlight. On and on this time down stream 
he went, taking with him all my line, and | was forced to follow. In water frequently to my 
armpits, | pursued him at lease a quarter of a mile often losing my footing in the heavy current. 
He being now practically exhausted, | worked my way to shore, and | made several attempts 
to land him, but in vain. My landing net was to no avail being far too small for my monster fish. 
With such extremely light tackle | was indeed laboring under fearful odds. Finally, reeling him 
up to the water's edge and slipping my fingers into his gills, | lifted him triumphantly from the 
stream, just as Clarence appeared upon the scene. 

My prize, 31 inches long and weighing 12 pounds, | had taken from the treacherous 
Rogue on a No. 8 gray hackle and a seven-ounce rod. The fight lasted an hour and forty 
minutes—but the battle was ended and | had won! Medford’s Magazine April 7, 1909 by W.F. 
Isaacs (“Toggery Bill’) 
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Right: The old lsaacs 
place at Brownsboro 
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MIVBY AND TE PPP dt tM 


Mary Sawyer was born 
in 1806 on a farm in Sterling, 
Mass. When Mary was eight 
years old, twin lambs were 
born on the farm. The mother 
sheep rejected one of the 
lambs and would have nothing 
to do with it, but knocked it to 
one side. Mary asked her 
father if she could have the 
little lamb and raise it up by 
hand. Her father said yes that 
she could raise the lamb. 

The lamb was more 
dead than alive so Mary 
wrapped it in a blanket, and sat 
beside the fireplace all day 
holding it. She fed it on catnip 
tea. The next morning the lamb 
could stand alone and Mary 
fed it with milk from a bottle 
and taught it to drink out of a 
pail. 

Mary had fun dressing 
the little lamb in blankets, doll 
clothes and pantaloons. 

Marys lamb followed 
her everywhere all over the 
farm. One day the lamb 


followed Mary to school. Mary 
was almost to school before 
she noticed the lamb had 
been following her. It was 
almost a mile to her house 
and too far to take the lamb 
back home so Mary took the 
lamb inside the school. The 
teacher, Miss Polly Kimball 
had not yet arrived and all the 
children gathered around to 
look at Mary's lamb. 

Mary hid the lamb in 
her box-like desk where she 
sat. When Miss Polly arrived, 
she heard the clatter of the 
lamb’s hoofs on the wooden 
floor . The children all laughed 
and soon the lamb was 
discovered. Miss Polly put the 
lamb outside in the school 
yard until Mary was out of 
school. 

A friend of Miss Polly 
was visiting the school that 
day. He was seventeen-year 
old John Roulstone Jr. He 
thought the incident of Mary 
and the little lamb was worth 


True Stories From The 
Fast 


The book “ The Life and History of Mary 
And Her Little Lamb” by Letitia A. Owen is a 
rare and valuable book in the Eagle Point 
Museum collection. Few people realize the 
story Mary and her little lamb is taken froma 
real account that took place in Sterling, Mass. 
in 1814. The book, autographed by the author, 
in 1916, was donated by Kay Kelty. 


remembering. He wrote the 
following poem and brought it 
back to Mary three days after 
his visit. 

“Mary had a little lamb, 
lts fleece was white as snow, 

And everywhere that 
Mary went, 
The lamb was sure to go. 

“It followed her to 
school one day 

Which was against the 
rule, 
It made the children laugh and 
play, 

To see a lamb at 
school. 
“So then the teacher turned it 
out, 

But still it lingered near, 
And waited patiently about, 

Till Mary did appear.” 


Three years later, Mary 
and her little lamb were 
playing together at the barn 
when the lamb stood in front of 
the cattle feed-box. The lamb 
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Mary Had a Little Lamb Continued. 


was suddenly gored by a cow. 
The lamb ran to Mary, but 
within an hour it died. Mary 
grieved a long time over the 
loss of her lamb. 

When Mary was grown 
and married some of the 
women of Boston wanted to 
raise money for the historic old 
South Church which had 
become in financial crisis and 
was in danger of being sold for 
debt. 

Mary took the stockings 
which her mother had knitted 
from her lamb’s wool, 
unraveled the yarn, cut it into 
pieces of a yard and a half in 
length. She then wound it on 
cards, autographed and sold 
them for twenty-five cents 
each. 

The sales brought over 
two hundred dollars which 
helped save the Old South 
Church in Boston, Mass. 

Many people visit the 
grave of Mary Sawyer Tyler in cr 
Somerville, Mass., and almost Pn A 
every child can recite the poem 
“Mary Had a Little Lamb”. 


Photographs 


Left: Mary Sawyer Tyler's tombstone Boston, Mass. 

Top left: The Old South Church, Boston, Mass. to which the yam 
was donated made from the lamb’s fleece. 

Top right: Miss Polly Kimball, the school teacher who put the 
lamb out of school. 

Middle right: Mary Sawyer of Mary Had a Little Lamb 

Bottom: Mary’s house far left and the barn where the lamb was 


born. 
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We trade memberships with many 
historical societies & organizations. We 
support, network, and share ideas in a 
unified effort to preserve our history. In 
May and June, Buncom and Talent had 
special events. Watch for the Eagle Point 
Historical Society ‘Grand Opening’ event 
proposed for September. We will be 


celebrating the new addition to our 
museum. 


Top: Talent Historical Pot Luck was held June 9. L-R Barbara Hegne , curator Eagle Point Historical 
Society (EPHS), Susan Molder, president Talent historical Society, and Tom Molder honored 
volunteer of over 1,000 hours. Bottom: Buncom Historical Society Celebrated Buncom’s 100th 
anniversary of Postal Service from May 25, 1886 to May 25, 1996. It was a grand event and several 
local historical societies joined in the festivities. Stamped cards and envelopes were available along 
with booths, crafts, games, music and entertainment. Pictured above left to right: Marge Martin, 
past president Gold Hill Historical Society (GHHS), Barbara Hegne, curator EPHS, Reeve Hennion, 
president Buncom Historical Society, (in front of Reeve) Armella Wharton, Lyn Hennion, Lyn 
Parker, Treasurer GHHS and Ted Wharton ( held several offices in GHHS). Photo by Mr. Parker. 


Middle: Giant slabs of 
Ladino Cheese from the Eagle 
Point cheese factory on North 
Royal. Third from left is Mr. 
Woodrich who owned the 
cheese factory. The building 
is still standing and is now a 
museum in conjunction with 
the Butte Creek Mill. 


Right: 1909, Pacific Eastem 

Railroad bridge over Little j 
Butte Creek (on Nick Young & 
Road). Built by master bridge < 
builder, Jason Hartman x 
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Pictures From The Past 


Probably one of the earliest 
photos of the Geo Brown & 
Sons’ store and the “Rock” 
house (before the false store 
front was built) on North Royal 
across from the Butte Creek 
Mill. 
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Pictures From A Distance 


FARMER: EXCHANGE. 
‘PeicemaL Rater Mints. 
FP ACSWELCH. 


3 . fe N 1892, Central Point, Oregon. 
— : i; PS Farmers Exchange Internal 
CS Roller Mills, 1892. Owners J. B. 

: ! , & M. S. Welch. Courtesy Southern 


Oregon Historical Society # 11813 
Below: Winter time at the Al 
an Serena Mine above Elk Creek. 
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Orlando Rose Dance 
Hall, Applegate near the 
McKee Bridge, 1890's 


Page #10 


New members to welcome are: 
Eleanor Throckmartin Sonain 100 


lifetime member and Lowell Patton 


Please help us keep our membership 
annual 


up and active. Our 


Membership drive will be scheduled 
during the next month. 


Teens $5.00 
Single $7.50 


Husband & Wife $12.50 (this is 
a slight increase $2.50 over last 


year) 
Business $10.00 
Lifetime $100 


Building Update 


The museum 
expansion is underway. Nellie 
Jackson drew up our plans 
and Duane Ross is the 
contractor. Duane built the 
first addition onto the 
museum in 1993. A 47 foot 
wing is being added to the 
south side of the building. 

Watch for our “grand 
Opening” celebration the end 
of summer. The museum will 
still be open as much as 
possible this summer. 


Meetings 


Join us in planning the 
Historical Future of Eagle Point. 
The Eagle Point Historical 
Society & Museum holds its 
regular meetings the second 
Monday of each month at 7PM. 
The public is invited. After each 
meeting, refreshments are 
served. Information 826-4166. 


Eleanor Throckmorton 
Songin donated __ several 
photographs for our collection. 

Jessie McGraw donated 
a center piece replica of our 
Antelope Covered Bridge. 

Ed Dahack, donated his 
fathers 410 double barrel 
shotgun “Little Pet’ , Royal 
Gun Works Belgium. 

Carol Reynolds donated 
her baby dress and her 
brothers sailor uniform. 


vey Ihe Eagle Point 
y Historical Society & 
ys’< Museum will be 
J represented in the 
July 4th Parade. At 


the museum we will have G00 
LemananE for sale. 


Mystery Photo identified from Page 3 is a cow. Can you see it? 
Turn the page upside down. 
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| Board Mem bers. 

‘Don Reynolds President © 

- Chack Cobun, Vice 
President — 

Larry Vaughn, Treasurer 
- Carol Reynolds, 
‘Secretary 
Board Members: 
Helen Wolgamott 
Ernie Redington 
Walt Barker 


Barbara Hegne, Curator | 


Committees | 
- Virginia Cutler, Historical — 
(eNews: 2 
: Sheree Barker, Volunteers — 
_ -Betty Bedingfi ield, 
- Parliamentarian 
"Norma Kuyper & Don | 
_ Reynolds, Cemetery 
: Walt Barker, Building — 
‘ ‘Helen Wolgamott, Grounds — 
‘Amy Dawson, Hostess 
: Barbara Hegne, Membership 


‘Staff von 
Nicolina Sherlock 

: Beryl Hickson Stee 
Arlene Hoffman 
‘Midge Harnish cee 
Inita Kaiser — RET oS 
“ni€ | Redington ee 
‘Sharon Barker 
WaltBarker 
Mazie Neece eens 
Helen ‘Wolgamott sone 
irginia | Catlers 

Rose Cobun 
Sally Corriveau S ae 


Membership: 

Teens $5.00 

Single $7.50 

Husband & Wife $12.50 
Business $10.00 
Lifetime $100 


Hours: Summer. 


Saturday 10am-4pm Join Our Family Tree 
Tues thru Fri. and Sunday 
1pm to 5pm. We are located in the historic 
Closed Mondays. district of Eagle Point, Oregon, 
Other hours by prior between the old Antelope Covered 
snes Gaimeatbals bridge and the Butte Creek Mill on 
North Royal. 


Eagle Point Historical Society & Museum 
P.O. Box 201 
Eagle Point, Oregon 
97524 


To 


